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givin' credit where credit's due: 

thanks to my awesome travel companions. thanks everyone who hosted me, fed 
me, gave me advice and entertained me. thanks everyone in wellington who 
looked after me when i came home exhausted. Thanks everyone in auckland who 
looked after me while i put this zine together. 


dedication one: to JAG, for always saying utterly sensible things that validate all of 
my conflicting feelings and for making sure i eat. 


dedication two: to Kit Celestine, and her mother, and her father. 


NAOR#3 is brought to you by: Futura Std 
Adobe Caslon Pro 
Grease Monkey 


Tlwg Typewriter 





in spite of what it sounds like, i'm actually really happy with my life. i have loving 
supportive friends, plenty of tasty food to eat, the freedom and financial resources to see 
the world... i don't get laid quite as often as i'd like, but other than that, life is pretty 
excellent. 
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AN EXCITING TRIP ROUND 
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This zine is kind of a sequel to not afraid of ruins #2. | left 
; Palestine/Israel and spent two months wandering around Europe. 
x Nine planes, twenty two trains, twenty four beds. Wandering 
oe “eS Jewess, that's me. 
ao eer : Hak 
So this zine is about vegan food, public parks, fancy buildings, 
trains, books, squats, museums, anarchist social centres, Jewish 


history, trees, rabbits, seagulls... 





Fairy pragnetiC Fields ~ 
= yne And it's a lot about anxiety. It wasn't til | started collating this zine 
co and re-reading what I'd written on the road that | realised how 

anxious | was the whole time | was travelling. I'm so used to anxiety 
being part of my life that | just don't notice it anymore. 


& 

Part of me wanted to re-write everything, to make it sound like | had 
an awesome time traveling and wasn't phased by anything that 
happened. To be honest, i'm a little embarrassed to admit that 
small things like catching a train alone, or losing my handbag, 
have such a debilitating effect on me. I'd much rather convince 
everyone I'm some kinda superwoman who's never intimidated by 


by 


The Mountain Goats 
Upper Hutt Posse 


Nina Hagen 


anything. 















But | think it's real stink that | am always lying to myself and 

everyone else about being vulnerable. | just want to be able to 4 
admit when | feel fucked up and not be scared that | will lose 

people's respect. | want other people to be able to admit when they 

feel fucked up and know that | will understand coz | am exactly the 


amer 





Back in Wellington is not the happy homecoming I expected. I’ve had it with 


a. this zine is mostly me feeling fished up, anxious and vulnerable this city. Books are overpriced. There’s nowhere I want to eat. The stationery 


n in different parts of Europe. Beye you can relate. 










shop is out of my favourite pens. 





Seven years is long enough I think. Long enough to use up a city. Long 












enough that all my friends know all*my other friends and this city is like a 









‘T know that I am tadigg cause I am like Tae Berlin. 
I had this wall and what I knew of the free world 


was that I could see their fireworks, 


noose that keeps tightening around my ankles. 


and I could hear their radio. 
And I thought that if we met, I would only start confessing, 


and they'd know that I was scared, 






they would know that I was guessing. 






But the wall came down and there they stood before me 






with their stumbling and their mumbling, 







and their calling out just like me.’ 
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idea that criticis 
to anti-Semitism. There were @ 
of interesting essays in 


couple . 
by Israeli 


here, mostly the ones 


authors. 






The problem : 


is, so many of the 
ron ik MS ~ 


yee 


essays in this bo 





ok were actually anti-Semitic. 
\ OS partie SANE SEEING 
annoying themes that recurrs in a couple of the e! 


grael is derailing the US government off its true course. I 


One of the most 





ssays is the idea that 


support for I 
tend to think that propping up colonialism, 
the military industrial complex is very much keepin 
rue course. There’s also a whole essay of 9-11 


racism, imperialism and 


g the US 


government on its t 
ntly Israelis were warned not to go near the 


conspiracy theories: appare 
This kind of bullshit makes the Zionists 


World Trade Centre that day. 


look right when they say Palestine solidarity activists are anti-Semitic. I 





recommend you read Marqusee’s book instead. 
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B . . . . . j - : 
eing here is like the opposite of being in Israel. The latter is the place I 


was born in, but have no ancestral connection to, a place where I’m part 
of the dominant ethnic group, the colonizers. The former is a place I’ve | 
aoe been to, which plays a huge role in my history but that I know 
nothing about. The only thing I have connecting me to this place is m 
German family name. This is a place where I am part of a minority nh 


been historical 
ally persecuted { isi 
ly p , that’s more visible as a set of memorials and 


an : See 
useums and cemeteries than as a living community = 


> to = a 2 





; 1d Jewish cemetery in Berlin is surrow 
ne Israeli folk songs, then Deep 


nded by apartment blocks. 


From across the fence I hear music. First 
Purple. Maybe somebody's getting anattied. 
a ac 


of rd 






This is 


4 that I want to sink into, it looks so comfortable, and kinda ghostly. Like 


all trees, ground covered in ivy. It’s like a mat 





quez: 1 know, 


on and on 





ays goes 
ed to read it. Then 





nature’s laid a blanket down over the graves so they remain undisturbed. 


Bey; a ?] FF 2 1 know, 
: é how amazing It'S, 





1 bother 
— while | was on settler 
A it in Berlin. ie 
' a finished it in Berti 
Sheikh ie , — oA iy 
TP owe) yy 





so of course 
o I started reading it 
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In 1943 the cemetery was trashe 
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my gf 
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d by Nazis. So really this is one mass grave, 
t 
An estimated 10000 corpses but no way to know their names. There’s a few wai 


headstones that have been rescued and put on display in the corner. It’s crazy 
to think that someone’s gone to the trouble of destroying this place. That’s a 
lot of hate — to destroy the evidence of someone’s existence long after they’re 
dead. It’s more than an attempt to erase someone’s present existence, it’s the 
y desire to wipe them from history completely, 


to deny that Jews ever existed 
here in Berlin, 
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u J 2 
cake ies k and I should’ve read it 
: ight, it's a Very Good Boo 
a= u And yeah, everyone was TIgn ne sale 
| i tic and crazy and he 
I guess that’s why Jewish cemeteries are such a target for neo-nazi attacks. years ago. It’s surre al and horrific and fantas ee ean ia 
i ies, it’s fairy tale-e 
Because they symbolise a continuity of Jewish presence: that Jews have lived in it’s got ghosts an 8 sevagic and prophecies, it’s fairy 


this place long enough to bury our dead here. \ least bit innocent. You should read it. 
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= “ : : : E : One of my favourite things about being in a different country is all the new 


Dissonant memories, fragmented present: Exchanging Young animals and plants I haven’t met before. It kind blows your mind with the 
Discourses between Israel and Germany edi 


; a ; : awesomeness of evolution. A few metres from me is a tiny rabbit munching a 
Misselwitz and Cornelia Siebeck: 


maple leaf. It must be nice to be a rabbit someplace where humans aren’t 
constantly trying to kill you. The ones here are brown and only slightly larger 
than my hand. They have little ears that point to the sky — like two thumbs. I 
wonder if they are hares or rabbits. They're different from the ones on Abed’s 
farm in Walaja. They remind me of the Redwall books I used to read when I 
was a kid, or dubbed European cartoons they used to broadcast on Israeli TV 


during the summer holidays. 


I also saw a swan. A white one, like in E.B. White’s trumpet of the swan. 
And a troupe of birds, black and white ones with long necks. I don’t 
know if they're swans or geese but they walked right towards me, the 
whole gang, stopping along the way to pick worms out of the dirt. They 


looked me straight in the eye. It was a little intimidating to be honest. 


Then they just waddled away towards the river. 





But ‘here was a a cool casey ot anti =a 


anti Fascist “struggle i in East Berlin. 
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nae building bridges with Palestinians. My favourite was about Mizrakh 
Jewish identity as an a on eH eS t 
sh identity as an a Iternative discourse of Jewish history: one that’s based | 
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W hy do so many men in our community abuse their partners? Why is 
there such a high threshold of tolerance for perpetrators of in 
timate 


partner abuse? It breaks my heart. 


cl 1eeseburgers, burrito urrywur am. € ‘am... 1 love eating 
Ss, Cc 
st, salami pizza, ice cream Il t 
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in this city, We go museum hoppin: we go to Tier arten, we go to the 
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Berlin wall. 


I am underwh 
elmed 
ed by the latter. Compared to the West B 
est Bank wall this i 
is 


just a brick fe 
ence. | try to : 
imagine i 
and soldiers, covered i agine it twenty years ago, surr 
in : ? OU a 
oh tected razor-wire, I try to imagine the W. nded by snipers 
. A historical reli ' ie West Bai 
I relic, a tourist attraction, j nk wall fifty 
, just a wall in the mi 
e middle 


ofa thriving city, leaving oreign tourists underwhelmed. 
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ike Marqusee: I foun 
an Anti 


\f | am Not for Myself by M gift 
the Jewish Museum in Berlin. It’s subtitled Journey of 
des Marqusee’s childhood in 


shop at 

Zionist a mash up that inclu 

a Zionist leftwing family, his grandfather's life story as 2 leftist in the aly =x 
* twentieth century, radical Jewish history in pre-wwil Europe, the biblical coe 

Palestine solidarity activism in the UK and USA and travelling in 

a. I seally appreciated the way he deconstructs ‘anti- F 
ny that it exists, but 
ms of Israel and Zi 


Jew but really it’s 
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he’s awesome at 


_— he doesn’t de 
onism, and anti- 


Semitism on the left’ 


¢ 
i eos . 
outlining the difference 


between criticis 
ter and make it vemsmane 


J wanted to photocopy that whole chap 
Aotearoa. ee 
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ity activists in 
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Jewish racism. 
alestine solidar 


compulsory reading for P 


William Gibson: 
al subtext (I'm still undecided on its gender politics) : 
story: Crazy tech, a 


J want in a good 






i Nevromancer by 
som even for any polite 
= 
g all the elements 
_—— . . . . 
heroines, Post apocalyptic universe and fantastic 
few days in Tel Aviv. Secret admission: lw 


[read this over a 
for Jerusalem before I finished the last chaptes- [sti don't 


but for includin: 


— had to leave 
this book ends. 


I spend a lot of my travelling time sitting in parks reading books. This 
might seem like a waste of time — I can sit and read books in Glover 
Park. But you know what? I think a book is a completely different book 


depending on whether you read it in Tiergarten in Berlin, or in a 


protest tent in Sheikh Jarrah, or in Glover Park in Wellington. Here © 


are some of the books I read on this trip: 


on the 
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. ve : 
‘Tt is strange talking to a German person about the holocaust. Perhaps much 






stranger for her. I feel this tension, like... whose history are we talking about, ‘ 






hers or mine? Who does the holocaust belong to, Germans or Jews? Both our 
N identities are so invested in it. I think of Daniel Kahn’s statement that there is 
nothing less Jewish than the Jewish holocaust’: the holocaust belongs to 


N Germans. Jews were its object, not its subject. 


' ~~ ww 


Xs) 1955 


¥ 4 Most of my time in Bremen is more relaxed than this: walks along the river, 






reading Ursula Le Guin, eating sorbet, stocking up on radical books from 9 





4 Ruin Nation Records. But this thing keeps tugging at my head. This weird 


awareness of myself as a Jewish person in Germany. Wondering what random 











passers by would think of me if they knew. 
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place on the way to Spain. I booked a train — a fifteen hour journey — 


and almost immediately regretted it. 
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remember my dad’s re: FRANCE 
'Yy action when I wanted to study German at age ae 
‘ourteen: ‘ YS“AUSTRIA 3 
en: ‘Screw German, Why would you ever go to Germany? To see i SS= marie on ae eee 4 
the state of the con i 5 1 Sno RUMANIA 
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At a show I chat to a woman who’s finishing her masters thesis in 


holocaust studies. We talk about Abba Kovner and Nakam, the Jewish 
































































































































avengers’ who attempted to poison former SS officers after the holocaust. ed 
Hochschul 
forKénste 


She says it's a shame their plan was foiled. There’s an awkward r 





discomfort eating at my belly. She talks about Nazis with a vehement 


bitterness which is a hundred times more intense than anything I could 

















ever feel. I guess it’s easier to feel compassion for someone who —S 
perpetrated genocide against you than it is to feel compassion for someone 


who implicated you in their crime of genocide. 
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There 
are a lot of rocks. Rocks as far as the 
eye 


erson there. can see. Littl 
i e rocks the size of 
your fist. Big 


anything about Milan. 1 didn’t know a single p 
s had replied. J thought I would have a miserable two 


tty hostel, feeling anxiou 


J didn’t know . 
rocks th i 
e size of the Sky Tower. Medium sized rocks 


None of my contact 
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too. 
It all looks pretty benign. But looks can b 
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deceiving. 
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weren’t there get spat out. Suddenly you 


have to blink because the landscape’s changed, it’s 
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Somehow 
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between getting off the tr 
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eeling anxious a 


pack, fe 
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into the apar 
all di 
ifferent and you’re not sure if you’re still i 
in 


the s 

nel ame place. Was that thing there before? Did it 

—e appear from the ground? Were you here before? 

: : re? 

rae Fai fall in through the ground? What the 
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sean g here? How will you ever 
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Instead, MJ and Christopher 
ad a picnic in the courtyard outside. We hun: 
and caught up on the last 


ere at the same 
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has on my life. Even something oe 





g out til it was 
who-knows-how- 


food, and we hi 
time for me to get on the metro, 
t’s a crazy coincidence that they were h 
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many months. I 





me. 






It makes me realise what a huge hold anxiety 


0 a strange city is oh-so-terrifying. O 
ne thing the last five years have taught me 


as simple as traveling t ne way or another, ¥ 
things usually work out. If there’s o 
Tm strong and resilient and inde 


it’s that actually, 
myself. But still, Pm always waiting for things to go as wrong 
anywhere anymore. 


can. I’m always stressed. I never feel safe 


pendent and I can look after 


as they possibly 








My Mind 
by Nausea 


It is a dangerous place. Not the sort of place 
you enter uninformed. You wouldn’t wanna rush in 
there with your eyes shut, that’s for sure. 


It is a desert land. It’s all sand and stones. At 
first you might think there is nothing there at 
all. If you wait patiently you will start to 
notice signs of life. A snake slithering just 
beneath the sand. A scorpion crawling from under 
a rock. A tiny shrub. 


No, that’s all wrong. It’s not like that at all. 
Actually, it’s an ocean. It is wet and salty. It 
moves to a rhythm dictated by the phases of the 
moon. It is full of tiny living things. The 
deeper you dive the more there is to see. It 
holds entire ecosystems. It is full of trash 
dumped there by other people. You should be 
careful not to drown in it, or get eaten by a 
shark. 


No, actually, that’s not it either. It’s more 
1iKG.<s & Crust Of Black volcanic rock. It is a 
crusty old mind. Rock as far as the eye can see. 
There is no shade. But there is also no sunshine, 
so things balance out. There is no place to sit. 
You have to stay on your feet. There are some 
steep drops, so you should watch where you put 
those feet. 





My Heart 


by Nausea 


It is full of holes. It is a swiss cheese heart. 
It is a shell of a heart. Once it was filled with 
people, taking shelter. But some of them became 
cruel. They started to hurt the other people 
living in my heart. They started to hurt the 
people outside, who had no place to shelter. They 
started to hurt other people whose hearts they 
also lived in. They started hurting me. Some of 
those people began punching holes in the walls. 
They were jumping up and down and smashing in the 
floor. I had to cut them out. 


Some of them I cut out slowly. I planned it with 
precision. I took a scalpel and carefully carved 
around them. I scraped out what was left with a 
teaspoon. 


Some of them were a rushed job. It was a matter 
of some urgency and all I had was a blunt machete 
and I just hacked and hacked in the dark until 
they were more or less out of there but I think I 
may have done some damage, some other folks might 
have been in the way at the time, and maybe I 
might have cut some of them without noticing. 


Then my heart wasn't such a safe place anymore. 


My heart was full of holes and people kept 


falling out. I guess I _ should’ve done some 
renovations, at least cellotaped up some of the 
leaks. But to be honest, I know it’s just gonna 
happen again. The whole damn cycle will repeat 
itself and I will cut many more people out of my 
heart between today and the day it stops beating. 


So why bother? A woman can function quite well with 
a holey heart. In the right light you may not even 
notice the damage. It leaks in the rain, and it’s 
harder to fit people in now. But overall, things 


seems to be running as usual. 
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“Nicole and me go to vegan folkekokken at Ungdomshuset. When the 


ress — council tried to evict the ‘youth house’ social centre from its original 


‘Strandboulevarden’ 


premises a few years ago the city erupted into riots. Many, many arrests 


Ss 
@ 


later, the city caved in and gave them a new building in a low income 


WS ZS 4. “\A SZ 


mostly migrant neighbourhood. R says it’s caused some tensions in the 

neighbourhood but they’re trying to build bridges with the local youth, 

sig holding street parties with local MCs and grafitti crews. The folkekokken at 
aes Ungdomshuset is delicious and cheap, the bookshop is full of exciting radical Ne 
literature, including an Esperanto section. GeekXcore. I strike a conversation N 
ansbor| 


8 : ; 
¢ with a couple of vegans and they give me a list of restaurants to try out. 
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My deep shameful secret: I can’t ride a bike — minus a hundred anarcho- 





Peder Hjort 
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punk points for me. But I get around well enough on public transport. Lo ; 


Everything about this city feels so comfortable. 
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By the time I get to Copenhagen I am physically exhausted from weeks 
of trains, planes and ferries. 1 haven’t seen Nicole since we were seventeen 


but somehow it feels like nothing’s changed between us. We go for walks 


around the city. Copenhagen is pretty! Lots of cobbled streets, 


rennaissance era buildings embossed with the king’s initials, lush green 


parks, SAT Ra ti i ROR 


One day we borrow her parents’ car and go visit Kronborg, Hamlet’s 
castle. It’s a hilariously kitchy tourist attraction. The queen’s budoir 
includes a looped recording of a giggling woman. Underneath the palace 
is the stone basement where the soldiers lived. It’s dark and cold and it’s 
awful to think of all the young men living there: no light, no ventilation, 


can’t light a fire. How would you keep the rats away? 


We arrive in Lyon with our backs sticking to our bellies, metaphorically 
speaking. Sparklefairy manages to order us Subway in French. I’m pretty sure 
the sauce isn’t vegan but I wolf it down anyway. We have three hours til our 
next train. We sit outside on the steps reading and watching people. It’s a 
pretty mundane way to pass time but the excitement of being in a new place 


for the first time makes me smile. 
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There are volunteer interns from around the world living here. I spend a lot of 


time curled up in the volunteer common room in front of the telly, watching 


the Al Jazeera kids channel. Another month and I would’ve been fluent in 
Arabic. 





It is so pretty round here. Driving through the trees, I see a deer run past. We 
are listening to the Smiths. I’m with one of my favourite people. The 
landscape is beautiful. If a double decker bus crashes into us, well, you 


know.... 
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Now it houses an international peace centre. It’s a 
peaceful kinda place. In the middle of nowhere. 


The nearest village isn’t really walking distance away. 


It’s green and pretty, full of ruins of old buildings. 
IfI was inclined to believe in such things I'd believe it 


was haunted. 
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the 30 hour trip here from Milan. 
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In Barcelona we are staying at La Kasa 


: post apocalyptic tank girlesque future. 
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La Kasa is actually a fortress. Originally it 


Count Eusebi Giiell, who is also res 
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Within our first five minutes in Barcelona, my handbag’s been stolen. We 
haven’t even left the train station yet and already I’m stranded with no 
passport, no phone, no money and no idea how to get to the New 


Zealand embassy. Stress-o-rama. To top it off we’re both exhausted from 
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squat. In my comic book fantasies 128 — 
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Wellington’s social centre and 
my off and on home — is a fortress from which we wage social war in a ait! 
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crawl out from between my lips. Like in a cheesy 
horror movie, they will fly out and coalesce into 
one body. A ghost woman. A vengeful cockroach ghost 
woman. A hungry, angry ghost woman, hell bent on 
revenge. She will take that pain and humiliation 
away, she will drain it from me. It will drip out of 


hands. She will return it to its proper owners. 














Oof, Barcelona. It makes me anxious. Partly because my bag was stolen as 


soon as I got here, which makes me feel vulnerable walking around the city, 


like I have to be constantly vigilant. Partly that the language barrier makes me 


feel isolated, and slightly suffocated. I hate not being able to talk to people. 
n’t walk down the street 


one day soon, the vengeful cockroaches will 


Partly that it is impossible to be alone here. I cat 
harrassed, or stopped by people selling stuff, or 
'm on edge. I don’t have anything worth stealing 


without being sexually 


wanting stuff, and always I’ 


anymore — just my journal and a couple of books. Nothing that’s valuable to 







cracks, she’ll collect it in her cockroach 
anyone except me. 
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It will be a relief to be in Bristol, it'll be so nice to 





hang out with someone I 


But I’m determined not to let anxiety fuck up my travels, so here 1 am trying 


sq to remind myself of all the good thi 
i. good things that have h : 
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Staying in La Kasa De Muntanya: Because this place is beautiful and 


amazing. Like a castle in an anarchist fairy tale. J love it. 













Finding places that serve amazing vegan foo 


tourism. I recommend Gopal’s for burgers and cakes, Ju’ 


d: My favourite kind of 


icy Jones for 


salads and smoothies, Maoz for falafel. 
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The Picasso museum: 
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e, overwhelming (in a good way) to see his paintings in the flesh. Especially 






the blue period and early cubism. I wish I had more time to look at them 


lived in Barcelona I'd come here once 
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d a fascination with this place since I was a teenager so 
it was amazi 
azing to finally be here. There are so many weird crazy details t pane 
» total hippie architecture and I love it. It’s one of those experi 
xperiences 


where my eyes just can’t get enough of it. I don’t 
detail. 
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My secret superpower is that my body is actually 
a rotting cesspool, a receptacle for everybody’s 
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ooks I will never be able to read. 


everyone around me has ever been subjected to. 


They weigh me down. They latch on to my rib cage 
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and press on my lungs. They are growing. One day 
they will climb up through my throat and unleash 
themselves on the world. They will fly out like 
vengeful cockroaches — the physical embodiment of 
all the rage and bitterness, the pain of a 
hundred people who had to quietly carry these 
violations around, because there was no way to 
carry them loudly, openly, stretched out in front 
of them. Not without becoming victims again. 
Without being told that they are being over the 
top, that they asked for it, that they are lying. 


kn le here because I speak In a world that hates people who get hurt more 
ow many peop y 


Meeting cool people: I didn’t get to 
t I did have a beer with a 


fuck all Catalan and not much more Spanish. Bu 
n from the Libertarian Students’ Assembly, we talked lots about 


than it hates people who do the _ hurting, 
everything is upside down. The pain and the shame 
live in the victim and not the perpetrator. All 
cool woma a : } ; 
we can do is carry our pain around hidden in our 


ain and Europe: the independence movement, | 
belly. 


Barcelona, Catalonia, Sp 
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ent politics and feminism. | 
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So we walk down the pier. Past the pokie machines and arcade games and 
bumper cars and the ferris wheel. The wind bites our skin and yanks our hair 
and the smell of the sea swells inside us and right now I’m in love with the 


world, with the ocean, with seagulls; in love with Brighton. 
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Looking at arechieee ture 


t is a candy house — 


In Park Gill, I'm dining Gaudi’s Astin I 


painted pink with art nouveau icing swirls around the windows and 


twisted wrought iron bars circling the balcony. I wonder if he painted it 
himself; if he painstakingly coloured in the pink and white swirls 


kind of love and dedication people have when they are building their own 


with the 


home. Or did he get some underpaid worker to do it? 
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Milano Centrale station is an amazing building. A huge marble dome 
complete with statues of saints — or are they politicians? It’s like a 


cathedral in here. 


















We walk down the street, stopping to look at the windows of shops: the 
Cowlie Club, the Vegetarian Shoes shop, the veggie diner. We stroll til 
we get to the Royal Pavilion, snapping photos of each other on the street, 


gossiping about people we both know. There's a busker playing 









saxophone — a Frank Sinatra song. We sit on the grass admiring the 





architecture. It’s like someone built a lego house and decorated it with 





Milan, chief industrial center of Italy, 
has world’s grandest railroad station. 





chess pieces. We look at the turrets, with their slit windows for tiny | 
archers, and the even smaller turrets, with tinier windows for even tinier 


archers. We talk about what kind of creatures might live there — 


‘They must have been so proud when they finished building this thing,’ I dwarves, gnomes, elves. 


Say. 







‘No. I think they were just tired,’ Christopher replies. core | 
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It takes us a while to decipher the Roman numerals above the entrance: 1933. 






A seagull waddles towards us, eyes us warily. The seagulls here are huge. 
Roni tells me stories she’s heard about people being attacked by them, or a 


having food stolen. The seagull wanders off, and I wonder if he was 


When did Mussolini come to power? Suddenly my admiration for this 


“s_ building’s grandeur is tainted by the association with fascism 


er a> were? “e 


casing us out before bringing his seagull gang to beat us down for our 


sandwiches. 
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I stock up on reading material at the squatted infoshop; then I score a 


Doctor Who audio book at the squatted free shop. 
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In my three days in Bristol I manage to get to a protest (in remembrance 
of Ian Tomlinson, murdered by British police during an anti G20 
demonstration), a political talk (on the ISM in Palestine), vegan brunch 





at Kebele social centre, and cider drinking at the pub. 














The person whose room I’m staying in has covered the walls in posters from 


past soli-parties. I feel like T’m home. 








Sparklefairy and me are sitting on a bench under the Arc de Triomf in 


Barcelona. We are talking about architecture. We have seen plenty of 
impressive architecture on this trip. Sparklefairy says that it makes him feel a 
little guilty, We know that so much capitalist exploitation went into 
constructing these beautiful buildings. But when we see them our gut reaction 
isn’t one of disgust, it’s awe. It’s hard not to feel a little implicated. As if by 
being able to admire these buildings for their aesthetic beauty we are somehow 


complicit in the exploitation that went into building them. 
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